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Dilemma of Us 


Author's Notes: 
It sucks but I'm trying > 


Alone, again, as always. Why would he go and do that to me? He said he loved me.,What did | do wrong? What 
does Tom have that | don't? And the sad part is, | still love him.. 


"Hey! Earth to Brad!" Tom waves his hand in front of my face, pulling me away from my trance. 

"Um..yeah. What's up?" 

"Me and Joey wanted to see if you'd wanna come take a small stroll with me and Joey. You up for it?" He asks, 
smiling as if I'd be happy to go somewhere with my ex and the guy that fucked him, taking him away from me. 


But | manage a small smile and get up from the sofa l'm sitting on. 


"Yeah, sure." 


"Great!" Joey pops in, a grin on his face. He slowly walks over to to Tom and gives him a light kiss on the lips. | 
turn away. | change my mind. Tears start to form in my eyes as they part lips, as Tom wraps his arms 


around Joey from behind. 


"l, uh, just remembered that | have some things to take care of. So, | can't hang out with you guys. Maybe 
next time." | say in an almost inaudible whisper, looking down at my hands, avoiding their faces. | bite my lower 


lip, in order to stop myself from letting out a shuddering sigh. 


"Um..okay then. We'll see you later." Joey mutters after a long moment of awkward silence as him and Tom 
exit the apartment. Joe and Steven went out earlier, meaning that the apartment was as empty as my heart. 
Once the door closes behind them, | break into sobs, tears spilling down my face as | sink to the ground. My 


cries echo in the apartment, making me feel even more heartbroken | hate this. 


(Also if you guys could follow my instagram (aerosmithandchill) I'd be really happy :3 thanksss) 


Memories 


Author's Notes: 
Its pretty short but like | said, I'm trying c: 


Why can't | forget about him? I'm with Tom now and | love him. Brad's just getting in the way. He's gotta move 
on. But, | can't forget about him. | just can't.. 


Tom lays besides me, sleeping soundly. The wind lightly whispers outside, the pale moonlight spilling into the 
dark room through the window. | can't sleep, those memories all flooding inside my head all at once. | feel so 
guilty when those memories come to me, knowing that | should forget them and make new memories with Tom. 
But, its like they won't go away. The way Brad would smile shyly when we would hold hands. The way he would 
hold me close when we were in bed when we slept. Those memories just won't leave me alone. One memory in 
particular flows into my mind, one that | could never forget, even if | tried. The night we both became one in a 


way we both hadn't been before. It was so beautiful.. 


"Brad?" | asked, sitting besides him on the sofa, staring straight ahead at the wall. It was a late night, the wind 
outside was howling, the apartment was freezing. | shivered, trying to stay warm by rubbing my arms. Steven 
and Joe went out to some party they were invited to, taking Tom along. 


"Yeah?" 


| shivered more, before managing to speak. "Do you ever feel so alone? Like if no one cares about you or loves 
you?" Silence. The only sound was the howling wind. Finally, Brad broke the silence, sighing. | looked at him, for 
some reason, noticing his bright eyes. His long, wavy ginger colored hair, his elegant pouty lips.. 


"Joey, did you hear me?" | was snapped out of my trance, blushing furiously as | looked away. 


"Yeah, uh, wait.no, |, uh, | didn't." Silence again. Again, he sighed. But this time, it was a quivering sigh. | looked 


over at him, concerned to see tears steaming down his flawless face. 


"I feel like no one gives a damn about me. It's like I'm invisible. Alice dumped me for some guy she met at a 
party." He choked out, tears falling onto his jeans. Like raindrops. | remembered Alice, the girl who was always 


telling Brad that she loved him. | sat closer to him, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. 


"Well, | care about you." | sit even closer, enough to feel his warmth. | look at his face, tears still streaming 


down. 


"Thanks." he mumbles, smiling teary eyed at me. His beauty just stuns me, in a way that I've never looked at 
him before. Just so beautiful. Slowly, | placed one hand on his cheek, deeply looking into his sparkling eyes. He 


puts his hand over mine, looking back at me. He's just so perfect. Leaning in, | place my other hand on his other 


cheek. 


"Joey." He started to protest, but | silenced him, my lips pressing against his. After a while, | felt him relaxing, 
kissing me back. He wrapped his slender arms around my waist, kissing me deeply. | wrapped my arms around 
his neck, leaning back into the sofa, Brad on top of me. Breaking apart to breathe, | smiled up at him, planting a 
kiss on his nose. We went back to kissing, this time, | slipped my hands into his shirt, slowly grazing my fingers 
up and down along his sides. He shivered, Kissing me even deeper. In a few short seconds, | slowly pulled his 
shirt off, feeling his heat on me. Pulling off my own, | shivered from both the cold and excitement... 

"Joey?" Tom calls out to me, a look of curiosity on his face. | lost track of time, not surprisingly though. 
"What?" 

"You're scaring me, man. You're always in a trance." 


"Yeah, sorry... 


Crazy 


Author's Notes: 
| was bored.. (: 


Joey's body trembles under mine as my fingertips slowly graze along his bare thighs lightly, his stiff member 
poking out towards me. 

‘Oh God." Joey sighs as his manhood starts to throb from excitement. "Brad, please, just, p-pleasure me." 
"Okay," | smile softly, grazing my fingertips up his thighs to his shaft. "but only because you said please" | 
whisper, wrapping my fingers around his throbbing cock, pumping it slowly. Joey moans softly, thrusting his 
hips slightly. The warmth of his shaft excites me, causing my own shaft to harden even more. As if my lips 
have a mind of their own, they trail kisses down Joey's slender chest, along his stomach, upon his waist and up 
his erect dick. Joey lets out a soft sigh the second my lips wrap around the tip of his cock, my tongue swirling 
around it slowly. 

"Oh my G-God.B-Brad, stop t-teasing..” he moans, playing with my hair. | hum slightly, taking in more of his 
warm, thick member, my hot breath on it. Slowly bobbing my head up and down, my hands run up and down 
his thighs, making him squirm even more. The slightly salty taste of precum excites me even more, my own 
cock throbbing painfully. Joey starts thrusting more into my mouth, his hands entwined with my hairMoaring 
softly, | suck a bit faster and start fondling his balls, making Joey moan louder. | pull away from his shaft, a 
shy smile spread onto my face. Breathing heavily, Joey pulls me up onto him and kisses me deeply, slipping his 
tongue between my lips. Sucking on his tongue gently, | reach down, stroking him slowly once again. He breaks 
away from the kiss and pants softly, his face flushed. 

"I want you so bad right now" Joey whispers into my ear, wrapping his fingers around my member. | let out a 
soft sigh and nibble on his neck gently, still playing with his shaft. It suddenly dawned on me what he meant by 
wanting me. | sit up quickly, looking at him with a concerned look on my face. 

"Y-you mean as in.more that.o-oral sex..?" | ask, blushing fiercely. Joey looks at me with an embarrassed look, 
then looks away. 

"Well..yeah. But it's fine. We don't have to.." He mumbles, still looking away. 

"| just didn't think that you'd want that..but, um.w-we could t-try" | stutter, inching closer to him once again. 
He blushes softly, and leans in, kissing my lips softly. | feel myself getting even more excited from just a 
simple kiss, grinding against Joey lightly. 

"You may need to put these in your mouth" i whisper, shoving three of my fingers into his face. Joey opens 
his mouth, allowing my fingers to go in, coating them in his saliva. In a swift move, | open his legs, raising his 
hips up a bit, and press my saliva coated fingers against his asshole, rimming it slowly. More moans escape his 
lips as he thrusts himself more against my fingers. 

‘Mmmmm.that feels really..good.” Joey bites his lower lip thrusting even more. A small smirk spreads onto my 
face as | take my cock and hold it against his hole, rimming it with the tip. He thrusts even harder, moaning. 
"B-Brad, I'm ready.." He moans, looking into my eyes. In another swift motion, | enter the tip in, feeling his 
tightness envelope my throbbing cock. Joey closes his eyes tightly, a small yelp from both pain and pleasure 
escaping his lips. 


"Ahhh.fuck, i-it hurts..." 
"Want me to stop..?" | pull out and penetrate him again slowly, placing his legs on either sides of my shoulders. 
Joey whimpers softly, relaxing a bit more... 


"Brad!" 

Snapping out of my trance, | look up at the person calling my name. Joe. 

"Hmm? What?" | ask, looking around. It's dark outside. Must've been out for a while. 

"Dude, you sat here daydreaming all day. You're scaring me a bit. You really are." Joe chuckles, patting me in 
the back. 

"Yeah" | manage to choke out. Daydreaming. That's what I'll call it from now on then, 

"Well, if it helps, wanna go for a walk around the block? | could sure use it" 


"yeah sure..." 


| dunno, | was bored P 


There is Hope 


Author's Notes: 
Again, it's fanfiction so she's 21 


"Joe, you said a fucking walk, not “drink and bang"!" | angrily shove my hands into my thin as paper coat 
pockets, clenching my jaw from both the harsh cold and utter annoyance as | watch Joe stumble out of the 
bar with some blonde broad. If | had known he was going to do this, | would've stayed home and slept or 
something. Joe turns to me, a glaze over his eyes. "Just make your way back, idiot!” Joe's words slur from his 
curved lips, his strong Boston accent laced into his sentence. And with that, he pulls the blonde to him and 
continues to walk down the block until | can't see their backs anymore. Fuck 

"Great, just fucking great." | mumble to myself, shivering from the bitter stinging winds blasting into my face. | 
start walking down the block in the opposite way, giving every pebble that | see a good toe kick with my nearly 
worn out boots to try and distract myself from my wild thoughts and the cold. Quite a fucking miracle that | 
haven't died from pneumonia or a broken heart..yet. 

Passing the corner bus stop, a voice softly calls out to me. "Hey man, you got a quarter to spare? Its for the 
bus." And out of the corner of my eye, | spot her. A dainty figure with a small angelic face to frame her dark 
mysterious eyes and darkly tinted lips, a small button nose to compliment it all. Her fine velvety skin seems to 
glisten under the street light as her dark hair flows over her jacket covered shoulders. | shyly turn to her 
completely, a slight blush spread onto my face. What the fuck.? 

‘Sorry, | uh, don't have much on me either." | shrug slightly, feeling embarrassed and inferior just being in her 
presence. She's beautiful. Simply breathtaking. 

Her face falls as she rummage through her pockets, trying to dig out any change. "Damn bus. Can't get 
anywhere without money unless you walk" A small chuckle escapes her pouty lips, a silvery tone to her voice. 
A beautifully haunting one. Forgetting about the cold, | clear my throat, gathering all of the courage scraps | 
have. 

"Well, where you headed?" 

She stops suddenly and slowly pulls her hands out of her jacket pockets, fidgeting with their buttons instead. 
"Commonwealth Avenue." She trails off, looking down at the ground, her hair serving as a curtain for her face 
as her fingertips brush over the buttons. 

‘lm headed there myself” 

She lifts her face up towards me with a grimace etched onto it. "Me risking my life to walk with a stranger? 
Ill wait for the bus, thank you." | let out a small laugh and shake my head. 

"With what money? | promise I'm not some freaking rapist, | swear on my life.” 

Again, she looks at me, her delicate lips curling into a shy grin. "Promise?" 

| flash a warm smile back, the warmest I've given anyone in a long time and give her a nod. "I promise. l'm Brad 
by the way. And you are?" 

She walks over to my side and we start to walk down the block. 

"Hope. The name's Hope." 


GUYS! TELL ME WHAT YOU WANT TO HAPPEN NEXT! | WANT YOUR IDEAS THE IDEAS | USED WILL GET A 
THANK YOU! LET ME KNOW WHAT YOU THOUGHT ABOUT THIS CHAPTER AND WHETHER | SHOULD CONTINUE. 
THANKS GUYS!~ 


- Persephone 


Come Along 


Author's Notes: 
| suck at writing sorrysorrysorry 


"So, Mr.2" Hope looks at me, the corners of her lips pulling into a bashful grin, a questioning glimmer in her 
eyes as we slowly walk down the dimly lit street. The bitter frigid cold seems to have died down, my hands 
stuffed casually in my pockets. 

"Tyler," | chuckle softly. "it's Tyler." 

‘Oh! What a common name!" Her laugh twinkles, giving me a warm relaxed feeling throughout my body. "Well, 
not common. Like a name | hear alot or something.” An awkward giggle slips from her mouth and she begins to 
fidget with the buttons on her jacket pockets "Well you know what | mean" 

| casually shrug. "What's your last name?" 

I'm Sandoval. Ya know, "sand" and "oval" put together.” Another giggle rings from her, a more relaxed one. 


"It's more common in California” 


"You're from California? | raise an eyebrow at her and grin as | stop in my tracks for a brief moment, the 


wind howling in my ears but not feeling the cold. "What's it like over there?" 


"Not so different ‘cept for the heat and the amount of people walking the streets. | moved to 1325 not so long 


ago. 
"So you're basically new to the area?" | stare at her in awe and interest. 


Hope nods, a tiny smile plastered onto her face as she continues to walk at my side. "Yep. Moved into 1325 


almost three months ago. You?" 
"Almost tow years ago. I'm ZI so | moved into 1325 with the band when | was 19" 
This time, she stops in her tracks and grins widely in some sort of amazement. 


"You're in a band?" 


"Yeah. I'm not sure if you've ever seen a guy with dark long hair, chiseled face and what not." | laugh softly. 


"Looks like he can pull off any damn outfit Luke yourself?" 
“That's him. Joe, the band's lead guitarist." 


Beaming, Hope bounces over to me and takes a hold of my arm, giving me a rush of an static-like current 


through my body, just from a simple grab. This girl had me around her finger in an instant. 


"Mind introducing me to them? I've always been curious about bands ever since | was a kid" A childlike wonder 


fills her eyes as she pulls on my arm gently, leading me down the block But a dreadful thought fills my head: 


"| don't want Joey to think that her and | are together. What if Tom or Brad try something? They're bound to 
make friends with her. What do | care? What if Joey gets upset? Well, he doesn’t love me. at least not 


anymore." 


"Hope, wait." | gingerly pull my arm away from her grab and sigh deeply. "The guys are pretty rowdy. | 


don't want you to feel uncomfortable." 
"Listen Steven, if | feel that way, you can always take me to my door," 
*Her door? * 


"but | promise you, I'll be fine. | truly promise." Holding her hand out to me, she gives me a bashful smile and 


quietly chuckles. "Your arm, buddy." 


| slowly lift my arm to her hand as another wave of nervousness and embarrassment washing over me as my 


heart beat races and my cheeks burn. This girl could kill me without trying. 


